
TheTraged;f$fHamiet 

^ tJieiv tables, before they come to the play, as thus! 

Cannot you flay till I eatc my porrige? and, you owe n)c 
A quarters wagesrand, my coatc wants a cullifon; 

And.yout bcerc is fowrciand, blabbering with his lips. 
And thus keeping in his cinkapafe ofieaftn. 

When, God knows,thc warme Clowne cannot make a left 
V nleflc by chance, as the blindc man catcheth a hare: 
IVlaifters tell him of ir. 
fkyers Wc will my Lord. 

BAtn. Wclljgoe make you ready. exemp/ajert. 
Horatio. HecremyLord. 

Ham, Horatio, thou art cuen as iuft a man, 
i A s e’re my conuerfation cop’d withall. 

Hor. O my lord 1* 

Ham. Nay why Ihould I flatter thee? 

W hy fliould the poore be flattered? 

What gainc fliould I fecciue by flattering thetv 
i That nothing bath but thy good minde? 

Let flattery fit on thole time-plcafing tongs, 

T o glofc with them that loues to hcare their praife, 

And not with fijch as thou Horatio. 

T here is a play to night, wherein one Sceanc they haue 
Comes very necrc the murder ofmy father. 

When thou fl>alt fee that Aft afbote, 

Markc thou the King, doe but obferuc his lookes. 

For I mine eies will riuet to hisficc: 

And if he doe not bleach, and change at that, 

] t is a damned ghofl that we hauefecne. 

Horatio, haue a care, oblcrue him well. 

Hor. My lord, mine Aiall dill be on his face, 

And not the fmalleft alteration 
Thatlhallappeareinhim,butIlhallnoteit. - 
Ham, Harke, they come. 

jEnter Ki'ttg,^Mene,Ceratnbu, and other Lorh. (a play ? 
King Flow now (bn Hamlet ^m\y fare you, (hall wc haue 
fiam, Y/aithr the Cam.elions dilh, not capon aanym’d, 

feede 


Prince of JDemarkf. 

feedeatheayre. . , tt • r- 

I father : My lord, you playd in the Vmuerfit.c. 

hr. That I did my L: ancll was counted a good actor. 
Wm. What did you enaft there? • , 

^or. My lord, I did aft ^ 1 vv 3S killed 

inthcC.npitoll,‘Br«tr« killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute parte of him. 

To kill fo capitall a calfc. 

Come, be thefe Players ready? 

Qtteene Hamlet conic fit downc by me. 
nfm. No by my faith mother, hecre’s a mettle more at- 
Lady will you giue me lcauc,and fo forth: (traftiuc: 

To lay my head in your lappe? 

, Ofel. No my Lord. (‘[aty matters? 

'Ham. Vponyourl 
Enter in a Dumhe Shei 
downe in an ey^rbor, 

a»MT»ithpoyfontnaViall, andpowresitinhis eares,attd 
goes away '. Thehthe ^eene cemmeth and findes him 
dead: andgoes away with the other, 

Ofel. What meancs this my Lord? Biter theTrolague. 
Ham. This is myching Mallico, that meancs my chiefc. 
Ofel. What doth this mcane my lord? 

Ham. you (hall hcarc anonc, this fellow will tell you all. 
Ofel. Will he tell vs what this (hew mcancs? 

Ham. I.oranyfhcyvyou’lefliewhim, . 

Be not afeard to (hew, hee’lc not be afeard to tell: 

O thefe Pl.iyers cannot kcepecounfcll, thci’lc tell all. 

Prol. Forvs,andforourTragedie, 

Heerc ftowpiug to your clcmencic, 

Wc begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. rftaprologucjorapoefiefisraring? . 

• O/e/. T’is fliort my Lord. 

Ham. As womens lone. 

Snterthe'DukeandDutchejle, 

Dnkg Full fortieycarcs are paft, their ditc is gone, ■ 
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